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PREFACE. 



The author of the following translations would wish he 
were able to say that the version of Burger's Lenore which 
was published last year had met with a favourable recep- 
tion &om the patrons and promoters of English classical 
literature^ and not been a cause of pecuniary loss which 
he could very ill spare. He has however, notwithstanding 
such discouragement, now entered upon the cultivation of a 
more extensive field, and one probably, more congenial 
to the tastes of most readers. Burger's "Lenore," is 
pre-eminently a work of genius ; but in Schiller's master- 
pieces we find genius combined with intellectual supremacy. 
It must not be forgotten, at the same time, that Schiller 
was favoured by the advantages accruing from a better 
social position, easy circumstances, and tranquillity of mind, 
which were^ unhappily, not shared by his less fortunate 
and continually-struggling contemporary. And while won- 
dering at the genius and talent of the one, we are led to 
admire the genius and sympathize with the misfortunes 
of the other. 
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ii FBBFACE. 

Should this new version of Schiller's two famed poems 
be received with critical and ptcblic favour^ the translator 
will be encouraged to persevere in his design of turning 
his attention to all the tragedies of the same illustrious 
author. It is true they have been already translated with 
more or less ability by different hands ; yet one cannot help 
thinking that it would be a valuable addition to English 
foreign literature^ were they all rendered in one uniform 
style^ somewhat approaching in simplicity and rhythmical 
beauty, to that of the illustrious original. The fitness of the 
present translator for the task will depend on the measure 
of success that may — or may not — ^have attended his efforts 
in translating " The Lay of the Bell," with reference to 
which he will welcome with equal pleasure either favourable 
or adverse criticism. 

11, Easl Street W., 
Edowabe Boad, 

Ajpnl l9t, 1867. 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

" Vivos voco — Mortuos Plango — Fulgura frangoJ^ 
I. 

Securely wall'd witliiii the ground 

Stands bak'd the mould of plastic clay ; 
Now come, my lads, 'tis time to found. 
The Bell must come to light to-day ! 
From the forehead's hot glow- 
Let the sweat in streams flow ! 
And however skilful the master may prove. 
The blessings on labour come but from above. 



This work that claims our serious care 

Suggests an earnest word to say ; 
When sage discourse our labours share 

Time wings his flight without delay. 
What feeble strength can best effect. 

Let us observe with close inspection ; 
A.nd treat the wight with marked neglect 

Whose task is done without reflection ! 
For this was reason given to man. 

And this doth every grace excel — 
Within his inmost soul to fican 

The things his hands would fashion well. 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 



II. 

(general |urpses af tite ^tll 

Fetch the wood of the pitchy pine 

The faggots well trimmed and dry ! 
Then the flames feed well and confine ! 
The metal will soon liquefy : 
Make the copper-brew nice ! 
Add the tin in a trice ! 
That the glowing food of the greedy bell 
May flow to its cravings glibly and well. 



What now, with flre's subduing power. 

Our hands within that pit are founding. 
Will dwell in yonder belfry- tower. 

To chime our praises loud-resounding — 
Through many a year that fleeting flies. 

To peal on youth and aged sire — 
With hearts that ache to sympathize. 

Or join devotion's solemh choir. 
Each fitful change in life's career. 

That weal or woe to man may bring. 
Its metal crown in accents clear. 

To edify afar will ring. 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 



III. 

(tthildhand, gouth, and (Bsrij %ovt. 

The bubbles white that now appear 

Assure the mass is melting, so 
With potash well the mixture clear ! 
The ore will all the better flow. 
Without scum it must be. 
From impurities free ; 
That 'twas cast of metal the purest, the Bell 
In tones rich and mellow for ever may tell. 



The darling child at life's gay morn 

Its festive peals will chime to bless ; 
When from the sacred temple borne 

And lull'd in Slumber's fond caress. 
Unconscious in these hours of gladness 
Of chequer 'd years of joy and sadness ; 
A mother's care, to shield from sorrow. 
With vigils crowns each golden morrow. 
Like arrows years fleet fast away. 

The youth disdains each guiding hand ; 
And wildly hailing life's spring day 

Strays pilgrim-like from land to land. 
And when no more inclin'd to roam. 
The stranger seeks his native home ; 
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6 THE LAY OF THE BELt. 

A heavenly vision greets him there. 

He wondering views the charming maid. 
With hlushing cheeks and timid air. 

In heauty's dazzling pride array'd. 
A longing never felt hefore. 

Now fills his soul with anxious fears ; 
Each cherish'd joy delights no more. 

His eyes suffuse with tender tears. 
Where'er she strays he bends his way. 

Her winning smiles his bliss declare ; 
He cuUs the fairest flowers of May 

To deck his true love's golden hair. 
Oh, golden hours of fond delight. 

In first love's young enraptur'd dream ! 
'Tis Heaven itself bursts on the sight 

To melt the heart with Joy's sunbeam. 
Oh, never may their verdure fade 

From wreaths that early love has made ! 



IV. 

Parrid %ifi and (^pud Uttos^eritg. 

When glow the pipes with brownish hue, 

This tube of clay I dip within ; 
If bright and glaz'd it comes to view. 
The casting safely may begin. 
Then with care let us ply 
All our skill well and try. 
If with the brittle the ductile combine — 
Of final success that is the best sign ! 
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tfiE LAY OF TfiE BELL. 

Wken tender and severe cement — 
When rough and mild are duly blent. 

The tones are mellow, rich and true ; 
Then, ere the nuptial knot he tie. 
Let each one well his partner try ; 

For short the rapture — ^long the rue. 

The fair bride's virgin-wreath so light 

Plays lovingly each tress between ; 
What time the pealing bells invite 

To join the festive bridal scene, 
Alas ! that life's best festive tide 

Should toll the kneH of life's sweet May ! 
With veil and girdle laid aside. 

Each fond illusion melts away. 

Yet true love flies never. 
Though passion be mute ; 
. And the blossom must ever 
Make way for the fruit. 
The husband must toil 
In the world's turmoil — * 
Must labour and strive — \ 

Must slyly contrive > 

To snatch and to thrive, / 

Must plant and procure — \ 

All risks must endure [ 

Success to secure. / 

Then the fruits of his toil increase without measure. 
His granaries are filled with the harvest's blest treasure. 
To hold such abundance and add to his pleasure. 
He widens his house where his once timid bride 
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8 THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

Doth sagely preside. 

The housewife and mother^ 

With prudence and thrift ; 
like her ne'er another 
^ To plan and to shift. 
The girls she schools 

In her homely domain — 
With authority rules 

The boys to restrain. 
Her cares still encreasing^ 
From toil never ceasing. 
With order in all things she adds to the gain. 
Her £ull fragrant wardrobe her diligence proves. 
And the whirr of the spindle is t&e music she loves ; 
She stores in her chests well-replenish'd and bright, ^ 

The wool light and glittering, and the flax clear and white, | 
For the best all disposes that dazzles the sight — > 

Fulfilling her mission 
Without intermission. 

The father's cool eye with rapture is beaming. 

As he views, aloft from* the top of his dwelling. 

That his broad-spreading acres with riches are teeming — 

With posts high projecting sees many a field. 

And his bams fast filling with the produce they yield — 

His granaries bent down with abundance in store. 

And the wide-waving com still promising more. 

He proudly boasts with heart elate, 
'' My house in splendour'firmly stands 

Against the power of adverse Fate, 

Like the ground in bare and stubborn lands.". 
And yet with Fortune's treacherous might. 
No man can safely hands unite. 
For the floods of disaster come rapidly swelling. 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 9 



'Tis time the casting were begun. 

Well-jagged is the proof when broken ! 
But ere the molten metal run. 
Let words of sage intent be spoken ! 

Now let the stopper go ! ^ 

Lord, preserve us from woe ! 
The arch of the ore — with liquid fire beaming — 
With a brown lurid glare from the furnace comes steaming. 



From fire all blessings may be gain'd. 
When duly guided and restrain'd. 
Whate'er he moulds or frames aright 
Man owes to fire's celestial might ; 
And yet, this heavenly element 
Is fearful when its chains are rent 
In twain — for like Earth's freest child. 
She follows her own footsteps wild. 
And woe ! when with resistless power 
She hastens heedless to devour ; 
Down streets dense with population. 
Rolls the mighty conflagration ; 
For all the elements do hate 
The works that human hands create ; 
♦ From the clouds, in many a shower. 

The blessing streams ! 
From the clouds with reckless power 

The lightning gleams ! 
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16 THE LAY OP THE BELL. 

Hear'st thou the wailings from yon lofty tower ? 
'Tis the alarum-bell's moan — the herald of woe ! 

Blood-red are the skies ! 
But 'tis not with the light of the day's mellow glow ! 

Confas'd come the cries 
From the top of the street ! 

As clouds of smoke rise 
The welkin to greet ! 
The fiery pillar bodes dismay^ 
Flickering upwards on its way — 
First the staircase fast ascending, 
Fearful loss of life portending — 
Swiftly like the wind increasing, 
From destruction never ceasing — 
All around its havoc strewing. 
Furnace-like the hot air glowing — 
Crackling flares each flaming rafter 
Posts and pillars tumbling after — 
Shivered window-panes are falling. 
Mothers screaming — children squalling — 
In the ruins' rattle 
Groan the cattle — 
All is bustle, flight, and fear — 
Night lit up like Noon-day clear — 
Pass'd along with emulation 
Flies the pail in quick rotation — 
Like the waves in angry ocean 
Spouts the arch in wild commotion — 
From the engine furious rushing. 
Torrents on the flames are gushing — 
The storm in its howling ire • 

Joins the all-consuming fire — 
From the trees, with whistling brustle. 
Fruit and leaves dissev'ring rustle — 
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l^HE LAY OF THE BEtL. 11 

On the yellow garner'd store. 
Wind and flames their vengeance pour — 
On the timbers arid beams — 
Till the raging tempest seems 
As if it would, with reckless might. 
Bear off the solid globe in flight — 
And like a giant towering rise 
Up to the skies. 

In sore distress. 

In helplessness. 
Man yields to Heaven's supreme decree. 
Can only wondering listless see. 

That all he own'd in ruin Ues. 

Burnt, black and bare 
Stand the homestead's lonely walls. 

The fearful storm-king's desert dwelling. 
Each casement charr'd and desolate appals. 

On high the clouds of heaven with vapours swelling. 
Peer oft in there. 

The man while yet he lingers. 

Casts one last look of resignation. 
On all his wealth, by Kuin's fingers. 

Laid in desolation. 
He grasps the pilgrim's staff with cheerful hand. 
Of house and home by raging fire bereft. 
One tender consolation still is left. 
His living treasures safe around him stand. 

He counts them one by one with exultation. 
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13 • THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

VI. 

itath 0f a itl0t;£d WUft and iender Pdhm 

Fairly in the earth received. 

Stands the mould with metal fill'd — 
Shall it be this day believed 

That in our art we're duly skill'd ? 
Should the mould burst amain^ 
Then we've labour'd in vain ! 
Perchance when to hope at this moment we cling. 
Is the bird of bad omen and fell on the wing ! 



Our handywork we now consign 
Unto the teeming earth divine ; 
With seed the sower sows his field 
And hopes it will abundance yield ; 
By Heaven consol'd unto the dust 
A seed more precious we entrust. 
Still hoping, tho' yet grieving sore. 
The grave will each dear plant restore, 
To bloom again for evermore. 

From yonder dome — 

How sad to hear ! — 

Keplete with fear — 

The tolling bell 

The funeral knell, 

A wanderer bids his pilgrimage farewell. 
And wends his way to his eternal home. 
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Alas ! one claims a parting tear^ 
The faithful wife — the mother dear ; 
The Prince that rules the shades of night. 
Hath reft her from a husband's sight. 
The blooming offspring that she bore 
Will share her tender love no more ; 
When oft to her maternal breast 
Their growing forms were fondly prest. 
The ties that that sweet home united 

Are severed now for evermore ; 
The parent that sweet home delighted 

Now strays on Lethe's dismal shore. 
Ah ! where the watchful guiding hand — 

•The care she could alone bestow ? 
The stranger that now holds command 

A mother's love can never know.* 



VIL 

^hi faroMt— (l{0ttC0rd— labflur— |nD0catiott topeacf. 

Till cold and hard within the mould 

The Bell our anxious toil repay. 
Let each to each his thoughts unfold ! 
Like birds that carol on the spray. 
When the blue stars are blinking. 
And glittering and winking. 
The workman speeds home in repose to delight. 
The master alone must toil day and night. 
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14 THE LAY OP THE BELL. 



The wanderer hies at waning day 
Thro' forests drear and wild — 
Each hour upon his homeward way 
By happy thoughts beguil'd. 
The sheep speed homeward bleating, 
The shades of evening greeting ; 
Broad*£ronted and sleek-skinn'd both ox and steer^ 
To their stalls draw near. 
And bellowing. 
Heavily fill each wonted place. 
The ponderous wain 
Laden with grain. 
Bumbles on amain. 
With flowers and leaves, • 

Entwin'd with variegated grace. 
Upon the sheaves 
The garland lies. 
Each moment prizing as it flies 
The nimble reapers join in noisy throng, 
And mirthfully the rustic dance prolong. 
In silence street and mart repose. 
When the town gates creaking close ; 
The earth lies shrouded from the view. 
By night's broad veil of sable hue ; 
A.nd all enjoy home's fond delights, 
' With social talk and blessed lights. 
And while each townsman safely takes 

His nightly rest devoid of fear, 
Apall'«d the malefactor wakes — 
The law is watchful and severe. 
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Sacred Concord — Heaven's fair daughter ! 
Fraught with blessings — foe to slaughter ! 
'Tis thine each social tie to bind. 
When like to like are freely join'd ! 
By thee are teeming cities founded. 
And with protecting walls surrounded — 
That the grim savage roaming wild 
To social life may be beguil'd. 
And, where each lowly cottage lies. 
Thy steps are bent to humanize — 
To weave to home the dearest band — 
The tender love for fatherland ! 



A thousand hands in active motion. 

Each other aid with main and might I 
And, in diligent commotion. 

The strength of labouj bring to light ! 
With master's weal and man's cemented. 

Under Freedom's holy shield. 
Both in their spheres remain contented. 

Nor to intimidation yield ! 
In Toil let each find exaltation * 

For many blessings down she showers ; 
The king's high honour is his station. 

The labour, of our hands be ours ! 
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16 THE LAY OP THE BELL. 

Propitious Peace ! 
Sacred Concord ! 
O hover ever 
Over this our peaceful city ! 
O never may that day of woe be seen 
For sullen hordes of grim and armed men 
To spread tumultuous ^o'er this happy glen. 

And fill the sky — 
That evening's soft and ruddy glow doth beautify — 
* With the red glare of lurid conflagration, 
From towns and villages consign'd to devastation ! 



VIIL 

The fragile mould let us destroy ! 

Its purpose it hath serv'd aright, 
That heart and eye may each enjoy 
Our handywork now brought to light. 
Then let the hammer swing. 
Until the mantle spring ! 
Ere the Bell can mount to its dwelling oi^ high. 
Its fictile recipient in pieces must fly. 



The master may destroy the mould. 
His skill reveaPd — the metal cold ; 
But woe ! if the metallic fire 
Should force its way with purpose dire. 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 17 

The structure, with a crash like thunder. 
In shiver'd fragments flies asunder — 
Wide opening like the jaws of hell 
To vomit forth destruction fell. 
When blind force rages uncontrolled. 
No beauteous work can leave the mould ; 
And when mobs sway in wild uproar, 
No state can ever prosper more ! 

Woe ! when within a city's walls 

Sedition's embers smouldering lie ! 
And men with fury that appals 

Their chains to sever wildly fly ! 
Revolt then lifts his daring hand. 

And madly to the bell-rope clings ; 
And what chim'd concord through the land 

Bevenge and slaughter howling rings. 

Equality and Liberty! 

The townsmen claim to be their share ; 
To arms ! — ^to arms ! — they fiercely cry. 

And crowd each wonted thoroughfare — 

Bloodshed and violence everywhere. 
The women to hyaenas turn. 

And jest at horrid scenes of woe ; 
With the panther's sateless thirst they burn 

To lap the life-blood of the foe.® 
No sacred tie can man restrain. 

The blush hath left Shame's* pallid face ; 
Vice freely rules his wide domain — 

The wicked take the good man's place. 
We dread the tiger's teeth to see — 

To rouse the lion when unchain'd ; 
But nothing can more fearful be. 

Than man's wild fury unrestrained : 
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18 THE LAY OF THE BBLL. 

And woe ! when lent Heaven's torch of light, 
To the blind by Nature's dispensation! 

The rays that should illume the sights 
But fire the flames of desolation. 



IX. 

({mstt^tm and <^tnat Pission of thi idl 

This day's delight no tongue can tell ! 

Behold ! how like a golden star^ 
In splendour bursting from its shelly 
The metal kernel shines afar ! 
From crown to rim it seems ' 
To dart the bright sunbeams ; 
And the rich coat of arms well-modell'd and bright. 
Brings the skill of the artist with credit to light ! 



With joy benign 

Let all within to solemn purpose stand ! 
We'll consecrate the Bell ! at our command 

Its name shall Concord be ! an everlasting sign. 
That it will summon each one in the land 

To Union, Harmony, and Love divine. 

The Mission it will now fulfil. 

For which the master shew'd his skill ; 

Bais'd far above life's jarring crowds 

In the heaven's blue-vaulted canopy. 
Where roll the heavy thunder clouds. 

Its dwelling-place shall ever be ; 
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Beside the landmarks of creation^ 

Heaven's dread warnings to proclaim^ 
Where shines each glorious constellation^ 
To lead the months in due rotation^ 

And praise the great Creator's name. 
Alone grave and eternal things^ 

Its mouth of bronze shaH ever chime ; 
And let it hourly as it swings^ 

The pinions touch of fleeting Time ! 
For man without a heart to feel. 

Let Fate be with its voice endued. 
To indicate with solemn peal, 

Man's many a strange vicissitude ! 
And as the sounds wax faint and slow 4 

That erst the air afar could shiver. 
They'll wfifeh — aU earthly things must flow 

Into Oblivion's mighty river. 



X. 

®h« iell 18 placed in the l0)[tg iilfrg-tonr^r. 

Now with the hawsers tighdy weigh. 
So that the bell from underground. 
May, through the blessed realms of day. 
Mount to the lofty realms of sound : 
Full with main and with might ! 
Lo ! it swings up aright ! 
Joy to this city, let it widely proclaim ! 
Peace be its first echoes — to honour its name !* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



so 



NOTES. 

(1.) In the lay of the Bell Schiller, like all poets of a high order, 
has written a poem applicable to universal humanity— adapted tx) all 
ages and to all countries. Although written as a German poem not 
long after the first French revolution, it is remarkable with what 
delicacy the author has touched upon those circumstances which were 
of exclusively local importance, such as the incident of the young 
German travelling with his pass-book from town to town, for the 
purpose of acquiring experience in trade and in the world — ^the 
occupations of the busy housewife, etc., to which he has made allusion 
only in a very few Hues. The use of the Bell on all possible occasions 
may now be regarded as a poetical adjunct giving more effect to the 
poem, and within the limits of possibility in many a country. 

(2.) This strophe doses the tragedy having reference to the life of 
a smgle individual ; and since it may be regarded as beginning at 
the second, Schiller has appropriately divided it into five acts. The 
singular beauty and pathos of this strophe in the original will ever 
remain an imperishable monument of his genius, and duU must that 
German scholar be who can peruse it without emotion. 

(3.) There is no exaggeration in these lines. The translator happened 
to be in Bome after the flight of the Pope, and during the time of the 
republican government. One day two labourers were seized on 
suspicion of being traitors, and led through the town as far as the 
bridge of St. Angelo, where they were cruelly massacred and their 
remains thrown into the Tiber. Some women who were present 
dipped their handkerchiefs into the still reeking blood of the 
slaughtered victims. It was subsequently ascertained that the men 
were vine-dressers and perfectly innocent. 

(4.) In endeavouring to do justice to the genius of the illustrious 
original, the translator has followed that which he conceives to be the 
only true theory of poetical translation, viz., strict adherence to style, 
rhythm, and ideas, altogether irrespective of form. 
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' THE GOBLET OF GOLD. 



Oh, where is the squire or the knight who will dare 
To dive to the depths of the whirlpool beneath ? 

A Goblet of Gold I swirl down there. 

And lo ! 'tis engulph'd where the black waters seethe ; 

" Whoever again will be able to shew it 

His reward it shall be — on him I'll bestow it !" 

These words spake the king and swirl'd straightway 
From the top of the craggy and dread precipice — 

That tow'r^d high over the limitless sea — 
The goblet into the howling abyss ; 

*' Again, I ask, is there no one so bold 

As to dive down after yon Goblet of Gold ? " 

The knights and the squires all standing around. 
On hearing the challenge in silence remain'd ; 

And gazing afar o'er the heaving Profound, 

They reck'd not — the Goblet who ventur'd and gain'd; 

A third time the king cried aloud, '^ Who will go 

And dive down the chasm of waters below ? " 
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Unmov*d and in silence they still beard the king^ 
When a youth of mien gentle, and fearless and gay — 

Stepping forth from the squires' irresolute ring — 
Cast boldly both girdle and mantle away ; 

And the knights and the damsels who there were assembl'd. 

For a stripling so fair in wonderment trembl'd. 

And when he went up to the cliff's dizzy verge. 

And peer'd into that vast pit of the deep. 
The waters it swallow'd with the eddying surge. 

The Charybdis disgorg'd with bellowing sweep ; 
And their voice was like the thunder-stonn's far distant roar, 
As the wild-foaming breakers dash'd up to the shore. 

And it seethes and bubbles and hisses and roars. 

Like water and fire together contending. 
As the sweltering spray to the welkin up-soars. 

And flood upon flood rushes on never-ending ; 
And it never exhausted nor emptied can be. 
As if the big ocean would bring forth a sea. 

At length the wild tumult had ceas'd its commotion. 
And black in the midst of the foam's ebbing swell, 

A wide-yawning gulf from the depths of the ocean . 
Gap'd fathomless deep like the pathway to Hell ; 

And the wild-raging billows, erst fearfully hurPd, 

Adown the dread funnel were rapidly whirPd. 

Then fast ere the breakers in fury rebound. 
The youth to his Maker his safety commended ; 

And a loud shriek of horror re-echo'd around. 
As down the dee^ vortex he swiftly descended ; 

And its jaws o'er the swimmer so recklessly bold 

Clos'd again as its waters mysteriously roll'd. ^ 
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And silence reign'd o'er that gulf of the main. 

Save the low-hollow moan from the ocean's deep dell. 

And the cry of the gazers again and again. 

High-spirited boy, fare-thee-well — ^fare-thee-well ! 

And deeper and deeper the wail on the ear 

From the cavern'd billows was fearful to hear. 

And it seethes and bubbles and hisses and roars. 

Like water and fire together ^contending, 
. As the sweltering spray to the welkin up-soars. 

And flood upon flood rushes on never-ending ; 
And their voice was like the thunder-storm's far-distant roar 
As the wild-foaming breakers dash'd up to the shore. 

Oh, were it thy crown thou should'st swirl down there 
And should'st say " Who again will bring it to me. 

That man shall be king and the crown he shall wear ! " 
A guerdon so precious rejected would be ; 

For no living mortal can safely reveal 

What yon bellowing depths in their chambers conceal ! 

That dread whirlpool, wit±L the grasp of its might. 
Hath many a craft engulph'd in its suction ; 

Yet the crushjd keel and mast would oft dash to the light— 
Hurl'd back in its scorn from that pit of destruction; 

Like the howl of the tempest still clearer and clearer. 

Swells the roar of its billows still nearer and nearer. 

And lo ! on the deep-heaving breast of the sea. 

Like a swan in its whiteness a vision appears ; 
His neck brightly shining with arm it is he 
^ That cleaveth the wave and that manfully steers ; 
Of his prowess the trophy in wonder behold ! 
In his left hand he waveth the Goblet of Gold ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



iWP J|J^i' w j.y i ^ i u i 



24 THE DIVER. 

And long was the deep-heaving breath that he drew, 

As he hail'd the celestial light of the day ; 
And the cry from each gazer exultingly flew, 

'* O joy ! it is he, nor to ocean a prey ! 
From the dark-hollow caves, where the black billows roll, 
The brav^ boy has rescu'd his own living soul ! " 

And he comes as joyous they stand in a ring 
And greet his wondrous e^ape from the water ! 

And kneeling, the Goblet he hands to the king. 
Who beckons forthwith to his dutiftil daughter ; 

She pours to the youth a bright-sparkling libation. 

And thus of his dangers he gives the narration. 

" Long life to the king ! let each one rejoice 
That breatheth the balmy breath of the air ! 

For below all is terror where howleth a voice, 
" To tempt the dread gods may never man dare 1 

The things to disclose let no mortal presume. 

Which they wisely have buried in horror and gloom !" 

" Hurried down to the deep swift as lightning's bright flash, 
A billow uncavern'd drove full on my sight — 

Wild — floating — still onward — with horrible crash 
The floods met together in the rage of their might ; 

To and fro in their grasp I was fearfully hurPd, 

Then like a child's spinning- toy giddily whirPd. 

" I call'd unto God at that moment supreme, 

When the ledge of a red coral-reef caught mine eye- 
Jutting up from the deep — midway in the stream — 

I grasp'd it — it spar'd in the vortex to die ; 
And ]o ! on its twigs gleam'd the Goblet again — 
Sav-d wondrously thus from the depths of the main. 
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'^ And there far below in that Far-fathomless, 
Lie the regions of darkness of purple-ting'd hue ; 

Tho' no sound strikes the ear in that dreary abyss — 
Yet horrible things strike with terror the view ; 

The sea-snake and dragon and dread salamander 

In that hell unrestrain'd in their loathsomeness wander. 

** And there, from the hideous masses I singPd — 
Close-crawling — entwining ajid round like a ball — 

The thorn-back'd ray and the rock-fish commingl'd 
With the grim hammer-fish more hideous than all ; 

And, grinning its teeth and quick'ning its motion. 

Came the terrible Shark — the Hyaena of ocean. 

" To the cliff fast I clang at the sad recollection. 
That no human aid in that place could avail me ; 

In that solitude the sole one with thought and reflection — 
All-alone *mid the phantoms that then might assail me ! 

Far away from the voices of social delight — 

With monsters encav'd in the regions of night ! 

" Methought as It crawl'd in its hideousness there, ' 

With Its hundred limbs dredging the deep for its prey. 

It will clutch- me anon ! — and the chill of despair 
Made the red-coral bough from my hold slip away ; 

Again in its rage did the whirlpool seize me 

To dash me to light — from its grasp to release me ! " 

In amazement the king then said to the boy, 
** Brave Diver, the Goblet is worthily thine ! 

And this ring thou shalt wear and I'll give it with joy. 
Its gem the most precious e'er brought from the mine I 

Only dive 'down again to the Fathomless yonder. 

And bring me more tidings of horror and wonder ! " 
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At these words the fair maiden of delicate mien. 
With a smile on her lip and a tear in her eye, 

" 0, father, enough of this sfort he hath seen ! 
Alone he obey'd thee of all that stood by ! 

If thy heart in its yearnings still a hero must claim — 

Let some valorous knight put the stripling to shame !" 

The king seized the Goblet and swiftly did fling 
It again down the seething cauldron of brine — 

" If that Goblet once more to me thou wilt bring, 
Of all piy brave knights the first place shall be thine ! 

And the damsel this day as thy bride thou'lt embrace. 

Who pleadeth for ih.ee with such maidenly grace ! " 

By a power irresistless he then was inspir'd. 

Like the lightning's bright flash shot the flame from his 
eye — 
There she stands in her loveliness meek and retir'd ! 

He gaz^d — she paleth and swooning doth lie ; ' 
*^ How precious the guerdon ! " a moment — a breath ! 
And down he div'd headlong to life or to death. 

The billows are heard as they swell on the ear. 

And like thunder from the dark caves of ocean dash on ; 

And fond eyes are gazing and there glistens a tear — 
The waters they come — all-alone — all-alone ! 

To and fro they may rush — to and fro they may roar — 

The surge will bring back the brave boy never more ! 
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In verses 21st and 27 th, respectively, Sckiller lias attained to two 
of the highest excellences of a great poet, sublimity and pathos. 
Beauty of style in poetry of a high order, and more particularly in 
passages pre-eminently pathetic, would seem to depend in a great 
measure on the small number of different elements employed to express 
the ideas, and it is probably on this principle that alliteration when 
sparingly and skilfully applied, is so effective in poetry of emotion, and 
of which there is an example in the third line of the tWenty-seventh 
verse. No application of critical analysis, however, will enable a poet 
to write similar verses. It was when standing, in imagination, on the 
brink of the precipice overhanging the dangerous waters, and tenderly 
commiserating the distress of the forlorn maiden and the sacrifice of 
the noble youth, that Schiller, in penning the last three lines, gave 
utterance to the deep emotion of his soul. Making exception of |u:ticles 
and prepositions, there are only seven different words in the three 
lines alluded to, 



Isric pom "^Uliam mv* 

The lake sweetly smiKng inviteth to lave. 
And the boy is asleep by the verge of the wave : 

He hears silvery tones. 
Of flutes like the voice — 

Like the chorus of angels 
In Paradise : 

And when he awakes in delight from his rest. 
Gaily the waters disport round his breast. 
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From the lake's placid bosom 
Come the words " Dearest boy ! 

Thou art mine, for the sleeper 
To my cave I decoy ! " 



Ye meadows — farewell ! 

Green — sunny and bright ! 
The sun must away — 

The summer takes flight ! 

To the mountains we go — ^but we come back anew, 
With the shepherd's refrain and the plaintive ^^ cuckoo ;" 
When Earth clothes herself in flow'rets so gay — 
When the rivulets flow in the sweet month of May. 

Ye pastures — ^farewell ! 

Green — sunny and bright ! , 

The sun must away — 

The summer takes flight ! 



EMENDATIONS TO "THE LAY OF THE BELL." 

At pa^ 3 Hne 3rd, read ** Come now, my lads," 
„ „ 10 „ 20th, „ " Mothers wildering— children squaUing." 
„ „ 12 „ 6th, „ ** Should the hull burst amain," 
„ „ 16 „ 12th, „ "The tender love for Fatherland!" 
„ „ 15 „ 20th, „ "Under true Freedom's holy shield." 
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The Author^s miscellaneous Poems are published in 
three portions, the other two being appended to Bwger^s 
**Lenore** and ** Historical Pictures^' respectively. 
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POEMS; 

'aXXa Tig i-Mc VVw, 



^ ^YXpg aya<r)(6fJL£yoQ, kol hir atnriZoQ ^aXKifiov tirop, 
^ 'EXarag to ripSfrov fxiKvufxiyov lyoXc/iou." — Tyrtaus, 

When Europe's wrong the Czar had planned, 
In Moslem name th* avenging brand 
Was grasped by Frank and Briton's hand^ 
For Europe's rights and liberty. 

With trumpet's blare and peal of gun. 
From Alma's heights, th' accoutred Hun 
To onslaught brav'd each val'rous son 
Of France and England's chivalry. — 

The British ranks in trappings bright. 
Then yearn to join in serried fight. 
And crush the foe with main and might, 
Tho* fenced with dread artillery. 

Across the stream they boldly dash. 
The bolts of war — than lightning's flash 
Yet wilder fly — with mandate rash. 
To hurl them to eternity. 
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fiat onward still — ^they know no fcar^ 
Though mingling hundreds close their rear 
Of dead and dying — drop the tear 
Perennial to their memory ! 

Onward again — ^nor yet dismay'd^ 
Tho' himdreds more are quickly laid 
Low by the foe^ with slaughtering aid 
Of grapeshot and of musketry. 

Sir Colin then — " Men of the north ! 
Forbear till near yon wall of earth ! 
Then— pour your deadly volleys forth! 

The Queen shall know your gallantry." 

They cheer— the Guards join in the shout, 
Both rush up to the dread redoubt. 
And drive each stout defender out. 
And seize each flaming battery. 

The heights are theirs — the battle's won ; — 
The foe had fled ere set of sun. 
And deeds of glory nobly done 

Were crown'd that day with victory. 
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Ere yet the mandate from yon realms sublime 

Unlock'd the sluices of the floods of Time — 

Deck'd the heaven's infinitude with countless spheres 

To shed their glories thro' revolving years, 

Th' etherial essence of lDtelligei;ice, 

The bright effidgence of Omnipotence, 

In everlasting plenitude, alone. 

Shed living radiance round Jehovah's throne ! 

Until to light He call'd the heavenly choir 

To peal the anthem on celestial lyre. 

Whose tones resounding thro' unfathom'd space, 

Proclaim'd the advent of an erring race — 

That things to be, thro' countless ages still. 

Take form and shape at His unbending will — 

The precincts leaving of that shoreless sea. 

Where Time is lost in dark Eternity. 
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Wb love to know the changes Time hath wrought 
0*er the fond spot our infant footsteps sought ; 
Once more to roam along the meadow green. 
And mark how alter'd now each cherish'd scene ; 
With pleasureable sadness to compare 
The things we lov'd with things now loveless there ; 
The trees were then far fresher in their bloom. 
More sweetly fragrant the gay flower's perfume ; 
A gladder hue rejoic'd yon midnight sky. 
And statelier Night's pale queen her way would hie : 
More friendly then the red-breast on the lawn. 
The lark more joyous at the early dawn; 
And the gay songsters, in the vernal grove. 
In gentler tones would sing their lays of love : 
More pleasing then, at day's last lingering hour. 
To muse, where Fancy rear'd her aerial bower. 
On flattering visions of our coming years. 
So soon, alas ! to be dissolv'd in tears ! 

When fondly gazing on yon purling brook — 
It seem'd a river then on Nature's book — 
To watch its waters gliding to the main, 
No more through flowery meads to stray again ; 
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Too long the years we deem'd must intervene. 
Ere we should mingle in the world's gay scene ; 
And little thought how soon they'd fleet away, 
Like aqueous vapour in thb sun's bright ray. 
How fresh that time upon the memory yet ! — 
"With all to hope for — nothing to regret. 
Hours of delight ! shall ye no more return ? 
And sleeps our happiness in childhood's urn ? 
Ah, why not then of that sad truth aware ? 
Life's golden apples do but ashes bear ! 
Why not havie seen, athwart the mists sublime 
That darkling shroud th' untrodden paths of Time, 
That yon far land, so dazzling on the sight. 
Was but the threshold of the shades of night ? 
That yon bright colours of prismatic hue 
Were but delusions on the distant view ? 
And, at the morn of manhood's thoughtful day. 
They all would melt in cares and griefs away ! 



Wa Stella* 

My star looks on the stars ! — fain would I be 
The sky to look with many an eye on thee ! 

Even as Thea's fairest born 

Thou once didst shine the star of morn 

To bless the living ! — but since life hath fled. 

Thy light like Hesperus will bless the dead ! 

(Anthology). 
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What is akin to fragile clay 
Respondeth to the quick'ning ray- 
That vivifies the inert mass — 
To the source of heat — of life — of motion 
That, from the lowest depths of ocean. 
Even to the top of high Atlas, 
Each varying grade of life's commotion. 
Perpetuates but to destroy. 
Is man then of that base alloy 
Of matter vile but vivified ? 
To all that's base in clay allied ? 
With but enough of purer mind 
To be the torment of his kind ! 

Tho* 'twas not the Creator's will 
That man should find, upon this earth. 
No refuge from each varied ill 
Whose spectral forms attend his birth — 
From earliest youth to latest age 
Now man's unfailing heritage — 
Yet wisely 'tis by Heaven decreed 
That man to higher spheres should speed- 
To nobler worlds there to obtain 
The bliss he sought on earth in vain ; 
For hopes that here below he priz'd 
Can only there be realiz'd. 
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One long — one retrospective glance 
Athwart that ever-flowing sea — 
That ebbless tide^ that cannot be 
Restrain'd, but ever must advance, 
Time's onward floods 'twere vain to cast 
In search of any beauteous spot. 
Where changed but changeless was his lot ; 
Where freed from wars and civil broils 
He sang the requiem of his toils — 
Of woes, and griefs, and sorrows past ; 
Where o'er his birth he had the power 
To taste of many a happy power — 
And where his hopes of earthly bliss 
Would end no more in wretchedness. 

Dire was the world's convulsion 
By storms, and floods, and fire ; 
And grimly gaunt Destruction 
Would stalk in sullen ire. 
Thousands of years have blotted 
From history's dark page. 
All memory of that age 
When in civilization. 
To the highest elevation 
That on earth could be allotted, 
Man already had attain'd. 
And little more remain'd. 
He gloried in his race 
And thought he might efface 
All evil from the earth. 
And every low afiection 
That might betray his birth : 
Yet that brief hour's fruition 
' Was the herald of perdition — 



87 
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And his pride drown'd all reflection — 
Of past woes all recollection. 
And a mania seiz'd his soul — 
Heart-stirring — strange — ^beyond control ! 
Again for conflict nations were 
Clad in the iron-mail of war. 
And vow'd in ruin's crash to smother 
AH name and record of each other : 
Twice four-score years the slaughter rag'd 
Their fury not by death assuaged ; 
Man's parent Earth to aid him came. 
Mountains disgorged destroying fl^me ; • 
And Ocean left his wonted bed 
To bury the dying and the dead. 
In one fell swoop, thus disappeared 
The work the toils of ages rear'd. 

Solemn and still, that morn arose 

When nature slept in hush'd repose. 

Beneath the waters' dismal pall 

When far and wide the rippling wave 

Crisp'd gently o'er a mightier grave. 

Than ere was dug by mortal hands. 

Since teeming life erst burst the bands. 

That had no longer power t'enthral. 

Engulph'd — becalm'd — a wreck were all 

Man's works— woes— :cares, and ruthful strifg- 

The sorrows — hopes — the joys of life 

Beneath that unforgotten flood 

That lav*d the place where cities stood. 

The sun endear'd to earth's creation. 

Not recking of her desolation. 

With smiles illum'd the vast expanse— 

As from celestial mirror's glance — 
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With hues so bright — with cheering ray. 
As if death's sleep were but child's play 
To men and nations wash'd away ; 
While o'er God's work the heaving sea 
Lay stretch'd in drear immensity ! 



Raphael. 

The sun sings with each brother sphere 

Creation's anthem as of old- 
Still closing their prescribed career 

On thunder-path -'mid rays of gold : 
Angels wax strong in rapt attention. 

For fathom them they never may ; 
The works sublime past comprehension 

Their pristine glories still display. 

Gabriel. 

And ever swift beyond conception 

The earth revolves in splendour bright - 
Still interchanging the reception 

Of darkness drear and heavenly light : 
Around steep rocks the restless ocean 

In broad waves foaming high up-rears ; 
And rock and wave in forc'd commotion. 

Run the eternal race of spheres. 
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Michael. 



And tempests rage with emiilation. 

From shore to sea — from sea to shore ;. 
And cause in wild concatenation. 

Results that marvel evermore : 
Though thunder spreads fell desolation. 

And round the lightning-flashes play. 
Thy heralds, Lord ! with veneration. 

Still view thy softly-changing day. 

Chorus. 

Angels wa^ strong in rapt attention. 
For fathom Thee they never may ; 

Thy works sublime in their invention 
Their pristine glories all display ! 



What Argive hero in death's listlessness 
Reposeth here ? — perchance the brother he 

Of Dicaeotelis ?— " Of Dicseotelis/* 

Echo, these words were thine ! — and verily 

Was that the name he bore ? " The name he bore." 

(Anthology.) 
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Her form was fair — her eye was bright, 

The winning smile her lips could grace ; 
Her glowing soul in youth's delight 

Shone in the glitlerance of her face : 
Like flowers that sweetly bloom in spring. 

And shed around their fragrance mild. 
Where'er she came she joy would bring, 

For she was Nature's loveliest child. 

One crav'd her love in life's best prime. 

Of soul sincere and noble mien ; 
His lofty brow unscath'd by time. 

Yet shew'd the lines where care had been ; 
Her beauteous image from his soul. 

Nor change — nor years could ever blot — 
His woe intense nought could control. 

When weeting that she lov'd him not. 

But fleeting years had sear'd her mind. 

The world had lost its dazzling hue ; 
Friends she had found — they were unkind. 

And lovers — but tbey prov'd untrue ; 
'Twas then she thougKt on one fond heart 

That vainly her afiections sought ; 
Oh, could she now to him impart 

Her grief that she had Ipv'd him not ! 
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And where went he — too late bewaiPd ? 

Far, far away his lot was cast ; 
Him woman's lore what now avail'd ? 

A sapless tree upon the waste ! 
Strange^ to her soul he now was all^ 

But vain^ alas ! her pangs of thought- 
Days that are gone who can recall ? 

She wept that she had loy'd him not. 



Ill ibtnlt 4 mt^. 



Febchancb for years I now must leave thee. 

So fond so gentle as thou art ; 
May no unkindness ever grieve thee. 

Nor sadness pain thy noble heart : 
From life's fond scenes joyous and gay, 

When all around is mirth and glee. 
To some lone spot I'll bend my way. 

Where I may only think of thee. 

Shall I forget the stilling tear. 

The tender sigh that told thy woe — 
When all my sorrows thou didst hear, 

When all mine anguish thou didst know ? 
•Twas then in sympathetic feeling. 

Thy lustrous eye was life to me. 
Thy blushes every thought revealing, 

To bid me, ever think of thee. 
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Should peerless beauty 'fore me stand, 

In the dazzling pride of e^rly flower, 
I'll reck not of her soft command — 

Nor quake beneath her mystic power ; 
Alone each thought to one will wander 

Of long and tried fidelity ; 
On all thy graces then I'll ponder. 

And ever only think of thee. 

Within my bosom's inmost core 

The thrilling streams might rush in vain. 
Were I to think on thee no more— 

Nor thou to smile on me again ; 
My life's blood but its glow retaineth 

That I may fond and faithful be ; 
And in my soul while life remaineth, 

I'll ever, ever think of thee 1 



i^hou ptmd Poom 

Thou placid moon that from afar, 

Sail'st gaily o'er yon heavenly sea 
Bedeck'd with many a happy star. 

Thou bring'st delight — ^but not to me ! 
Ye zephyrs that are fondly sighing 

Kind thoughts of love to every tree — 
Ye things of night soft bliss enjoying. 

Ye bring nor joy nor blissful glee ! 

I live in listless sorrow — 'twere better not to be ! 
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Ye visions of my boyhood's morn, 

Ye joyances of early years ! 
O shall ye never more return 

To stem the jtide of endless tears ? 
And must I still in silence weep. 

Each vanish'd joy that life endears ? 
Fain would I that long slumber sleep^ 

Where dreamless night dawn never cheers. 

And where Forgetfulness her cypress trophy.rears ! 

Ye friends endear'd to youth's best prime. 

So loving then— beloved still — 
0*er clouded life's once gay spring-time. 

And joyous hearts now sear'd and chill : 
Fond records oft of sad regret 

Steal o'er the soul with melting thrill, — 
Thoughts that from Memory's fountains yet. 

Sweet dews of tenderness distil. 

For unfriendly those around me now and cold as icicle. 

Oh ! let me to yon storm-beat shore. 

Where raging billows foam and dash. 
To mingle with the tempest's roar. 

The shatter 'd heart's last mournful crash ; 
There 'mid the element's commotion. 

And lurid lightning's fitful cragh, H t-j /^ 
My mad'ning brain in wild devotion. 

Will hail the waves that round me clash. 

So reckless in their fury and pitiless and rash. 
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Away ! — away I — ^by the clear starry light. 
When Nature slumbers on the lap of Night ! — 
To hear afar the cadence of the ocean, 
When roll the yeasty waves in vext commotion — 
To gaze on high, with awe and admiration. 
Upon the eternal landmarks of creation. 

Away ! — to where the Spirit of the breeze 
Sighs softly eloquent to whispering trees — 
Or joins the wail beneath the yew-tree's shade — 
Or lists sweet love-tales in the village glade — 
Or, on the bosom of the virgin fair. 
In chastest kisses fans the ambient air. 

Away ! — ^to where the Spirit of the wave 
May love to fondle without power to save — 
To rock the lost ones on the heaving Deep, 
As a fond mother would her child to sleep ; 
Her cold embrace life's glow cannot restore. 
For theirs' the sleep that knows no waking more ! 

Away ! — to where the Spirit of the storm 
Leadeth Destruction's gaunt appalling form — 
To shatter fleets replete with warriors bold. 
And argosies laden with nugget-gold — 
To strew in shiver'd fragments on the strand. 
Full many a craift that hail'd dear Fatherland. 
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Away !— ah, where ? — the sprite of many a star 
With seraph's finger beckoneth from afar- 
Telling to leave this world of care and strife, 
' And share the transports of eternal life — 
From sphere to sphere swift as the light ascending ! 
From bliss to bliss — ^fruition never-ending ! 



|Pmban(t4 It nras an |^l4 SPboujghi 



Pbrchancb it was an idle thought 

To think thou couldst be mine — 
And yet thy loving glance first taught 

My heart to throb with thine. 
Too soon to part — too late we met 

On life's swift-flowing stream ; 
For oh, to sad remembrance yet 

Oar love was but a dream ! 
A dream of fond imaginings — 
Of dazzling — gay and glittering things ! 

Long were the hours from early dawn 

Until sweet eventide ; 
When oft we trod the verdant lawn — 

Soft-whispering side by side. 
So sylph-and fairy-like thou wert 

A sprite from fairy-land — 
With golden tress in simple art 

Bound with a silken band — 
With sparkling eye of blue so beaming. 
With tender gentleness so gleaming ! 
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Far from the throngs of bustling men 

I'll wile the lingering day. 
Where Fancy's charm may fix my ken 

On thee now far away ; 
And deem not, though our love was brief. 

That aught in me is fickle — 
Long, long the stilling dews of grief 

From memory's cells will trickle ; 
For vain the hope again to find 
Such grace and loveliness conjoin' d. 



^e Wim-^i^tdfi of ^haraoh* 



The war-steeds of Pharaoh, his chariots and men 
Sallied forth in their might but they came not again ; 
And the star of their glory sunk deep in the wave. 
As the cerement of waters closed over the brave. 

The daughters of Egypt disconsolate stray. 
Their tresses dishevelPd — their thoughts far away ; 
For the corse as it lay on the surf-beaten shore. 
Told a tale that the stricken would never tell more. 

That over the deep pass'd the angel of God, 

When the billows shrunk trembling divided and stood. 

To His people— a rampart— a path and a guide. 

To Pharaoh — dismay in the hour of his pride. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS ON BURGER'S "LENORE." 



The translator has done his work creditably. — Public Opinion, 
January 2nd, 1866. 



A very fair rendering of the sense of Burger's famed poem is here 
given.--]Fce% Dispatch, May 21th, 1866. 



Although many translations have been made of this German *' Tam 
O'Shanter," the present version will be welcomed as being imbued 
with the terse simplicity of the original ballad, excluding all Ger- 
manisms. Among the poems appended to the collection are ** The Isle 
upon the Sea." **The Word— Farewell ! " ** Epigrams from the 
Greek," eic.—Observer, May 20lh, 1866. 



Dissatisfied with Sir Walter Scott's and other versions of Burger's 
celebrated poem, Mr. Grant has made a fresh translation which is not 
devoid of spirit and the true German feeling, while Germanisms in 
phraseology have been very properly excluded. — London Review, 
June 9th, 1866. 



Oftqn as Gottfried August Burger's wierd Ballad of " Death and the 
Maiden," otherwise better known, the wide world over, under that 
Maiden's name of "Lenore," has been done into English, and lihat 
too upon occasion by masters of German and English as rarely gifted 
as the great author, or compiler rather, of " The Minstrelsy of the 
Scottish Borders" — a happier translation, upon the whole, has hardly 
ever been achieved, even by the best among his nine or ten English 
predecessors, than the one upon his successful completion of which 
Mr. Wynniatt Grant may well receive our congratulations. It is at 
once flowing and literal— but best of all it is a translation into 
idiomatic English from the thoroughly idiomatic German original. — 
Evening Sun, July, 1866. 
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